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NENETER 


It wasn’t personal, the farmer 
explained as the emissaries 
of the Old Faith descended. 


HOW SHOULD I 
KNOW? I’VE NEVER 
BEEN BEHEADED 
BEFORE. 


\ 


After all, it had been a bad harvest, 
and he had mouths to feed. 


antl,” " 


LOOK, IT’S 
/ LIKE THIS--AS LONG 
AS YOUR HEADSMAN 
\S REASONABLY 
COMPETENT, IT’LL 
BE QuICK. 


THAT’S 
SOMETHING. 


a i. col Di@y = >SIGHESORRY, Ne 
a | ft ay NONBELIEVER. IT?S 
oe, NOT RIGHT, BUT THE WORLD 
r 4 DOES THIS FROM TIME 
x TO TIME. IT’S LIKE 
WEATHER. ) BUT IT CAN 
” 4 GET ROUGH FOR 
& YOU FROLICSOME 


WEE THINGS. 


MAYBE THE 
NEXT ONE WILL 
BE BETTER. 


WHAT IF... 
WHAT IF THIS IS 
ALL JUST A BAD 
DREAM, EH? 


COME ON, 
CHIN UP. 


iy ma 
* «A 
All luck runs dry eventually, and the 
Lamb now knelt in the presence of 
the four Bishops of the Old Faith... 
..Leshy, Bishop © a Re 
of Chaos... =. ~~ P A <a : 
BEFORE US ; »Heket, Bishop — .Kallamar, Bishop «and Shamura, Bishop 
STANDS THE LAST OF of Pestilence... of haetoualteeleye ite) Wale 


of Famine... 


ITS KIND. ALL OTHERS : f WITH THIS _ 
HAVE BEEN PUT TO ” FINAL SACRIFICE, THE HERETIC THE OLD 
THE BLADE. é THE PROPHECY WILL WHO LIES BOUND BELOW FAITH SHALL BE 
— BE IMPOSSIBLE WILL BE CONDEMNED TO \ PRESERVED! 
TO FULFILL. : 


..the Lamb met their end. 


A new voice, rasping fi y FEARNOT, 
like a dull razor... by A FOR THOUGH YOU 
ARE ALREADY DEAD, 
T STILL HAVE NEED 
OF YOU. 


.but full of honey and 
promise all the same. 


THE FOOLISH 
BISHOPS THOUGHT 
I f THEY COULD KEEP 
IMAGINED FICTIONS. Vn > AO YOU FROM ME IN 
FIELDS... YOUR LABORS d &> DEATH. 
RIVERS. P BUT 


INSTEAD, 
THEY SENT YOU 
SD gel TO 
E 


HARDLY. 
TAM THEIR 
RECKONING, 

CHILD. 


T AM--I WAS-- 
THE LAST OF MY KIND; 
AN ENDLING. 


HALAND 
You SHALL 


HAVETT... ALL TASK 


ras 'S FOR YOU To 
yA START A CULT IN 


TWILL GIVE 
YOU LIFE AGAIN, 
BUT AT A 
PRICE. 


NNN! ARE 
YOU CALLING 
THE BISHOPS 
LIARS? NO! NO, 
OF COURSE NOT. 
IT JUST MEANS I CAN 
Wi: ) BUY THAT FISHING 
YOU REALLY SS | \ BOAT WITH MY 
THINK THAT WAS THE J —— P BROTHER. 
LAST ONE? 


WE JUST BEHEADED THE LAST 
HERETIC. THAT MEANS IT’S GOING 
TO BE DIFFERENT NOW. 


THE FISH 
WILL COME BACK, THE 
HARVEST WILL BE 
BETTER. 


WON’T HAVE 
af TO WORRY ABOUT THAT \im 
PLAGUE IN THE NORTH Je 
ANYMORE. \ 


MAYBE YOU 
SHOULD MOVE UP 
THERE THEN, 


GOING TO MAKE 
ME ASK, AREN’T 


1S THE SIGIL 
SUPPOSED 10 BE 


DOING THAT? JF 


The Lamb’s mission 
could wait. 
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DON’T... 
PLEASE. I WAS 
COERCED! 


1 
=| 


\ 
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To start, the Lamb hacked 
a bloody swathe across - 
the Bishops’ blighted 
lands, exulting in their 
borrowed power. 
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» ~ But like all sacrificial beasts on whose 
a’ << \ 


: brow the Red Crown rests, their first 
™m enemy was their own nature. 


=— 
’. 


Se ae 
“Do | have the right?” an inner voice howled while 
the blade parted bright bone from slick gristle. 
“Is the blood of my kind not the molten coin 
with which all the world’s accounts are settled?” 


X] LameeTEN yp =-d 


y But as gutted worms flailed at their feet, 
| the Lamb realized that the "frolicsome 

__ wee things" of this world have no less a 

_~ right to draw breath than they. 


te 4 | 


3 » Perhaps this was their time. 


S| A 
W VESSEL LIKE YOU, BUT 
THOSE DAYS ARE 


LOST TO THE 
WINDS o 


YOU ARE THE LAST. 
THAT’S WHY I WAS SENT 
TO GUIDE YOU BY THE ONE 

0 


YOU WILL NOT AND YOU HAVE NOT EVEN CLOSE. I WON'T 
MAKE IT OUT OF HERE THEY GIVEN FREE REIN TO YOUR 
WITHOUT MY HELP, PASSIONS! YOU HAVE HAD 
CHILD. RATAU. 


YOUR REVENGE. 


y 
rT i 
— nd SA fan n HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN YOUR OATH 
4 ao At ait XE Pm « $0 SOON? YOU ARE TO BEGIN A CULT IN 
f (4_- a pe ><] \' OUR MASTER’S NAME, AND A CULT 
, i a | Ko a NEEDS FOLLOWERS. 
Site 4S| awe 


CARE, CHILD. THAT 
WHICH WAS GIVEN 
CAN BE TAKEN 
FROM YOU. 


MY 
INSTRUCTIONS 
ARE TO LEAD YOU TO 
SAFETY, BUT WE MUST 
FIRST CONTINUE 
THROUGH THE =F 


YOU SHOULD BE WTO SERVE THE 


; HUMBLED THAT THEY ARE. BISHOPS IS REWARD 
FS See ety aL WILLING TO ACCEPT THIS ENOUGH, NO? 
= SMALL MEASURE OF 


cs DEVOTION. 


WHAT 
DO YOU THINK 
THE BISHOPS WILL 
GIVE US FOR THIS 


WISH TO BECOME A 
SUMMONER. 


HAVE T 
NOT DONE ALL THAT 
HAS BEEN ASKED OF ME? 
HAVE I NOT PUT A HERD OF 
INNOCENTS TO THE 

BLADE? 
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I Aa, 


A-ARE YOU 
GOING TO 
KILL ME? 


», ; ‘ 
- - » y¥) 
ay. 
NOT UNLESS cme 


YOU TRY TO KILL 
ME FIRST. 


P THIS 1S THE 


, —_ KN *\ / ( PROPHESIED LAMB, 
MY NAME’S Ts TIME FOR |=" ® \\\\, 
NANA. WHAT'S} «a “iyi Aq 
YOURS? : NANA. Ws J) ; - ] 


THROUGH YOU NOW, 
LITTLE LAMB. 


A 
WHERE YOU SEE 
ELDRITCH MARKINGS, 


FOLLOWERS THROUGH 
THE ETHER. 


Before they opened their eyes, 
the Lamb inhaled a deep draft 
of summer-sweet air. 


Here at last, far from the reek of 
Darkwood, was the promised 
place of teeming meadows and 
chuckling streams. 


a Bi i Gay =a 

_.. Perhaps the heretic had been right; perhaps 
the Lamb was stirring from a terrible dream, 
and when they awoke they would tell their 
mama the story of how they survived an 
encounter with monsters. 


THIS 
HALLOWED GROUND, 


== ...only monsters survive 
"= encounters with monsters. 


E BEGIN 

BY INDOCTRINATING 
THIS POOR SOUL INTO 
THE WARM EMBRACE OF 
YOUR CULT. FOLLOWERS 
CAN GATHER RESOURCES 

FOR YOU, AND MUCH 

MORE BESI-- 


OUR MASTER 
HAS WAITED AN 
ETERNITY!! 


NO. 
NO! 


THERE WILL BE NV IF THIS PLACE IS 
NO INDOCTRINATION, NO MINE AS YOU SAY, 


/ | COERCION, NO FLATTERY, . THEN WE LEAVE 
\ AND NO LIES. 


THEN HE 
SHOULD HAVE 
LEARNED TO BE 
G MORE PATIENT, 
DON’T YOU 
THINK? 


In that place, the days passed 
in what seemed like one long, 
languorous afternoon. 


} The Lamb wanted to luxuriate 
in the supple grass and melt 
¢ into the wonder. 


/ But they could not. 


Vit | or 
Not while the Lamb knew 
there were still others 
back in Darkwood, lashed 
to altars and offered up 
to prayer-glutted idols. 


Elsewhere, Ratau fretted. He 

had done his part, hadn’t he? 

He had guided the Lamb to = 
the appointed place. 


PERHAPS 
THE LAMB DID 
NOT DESERVE THE 
RED CROWN 
AFTER ALL. 


( YOU DON’T HAVE YOU COULD HAVE THIS IS A GOOD K~ 
T NEVER TO. I WAS GOING LEFT ME. BUT — PLACE. I COULD 
THANKED TO KILL THEM YOU BROUGHT BE HAPPY 

YOU. AV ANYWAY. ME HERE. Z\ HERE. 


MY MOTHER... 

SHE TOLD ME PLACES 
LIKE THIS EXISTED, BUT 
T NEVER BELIEVED 
HER. 


COME ON, 7 
YOU'VE BEEN WORKING ¥ 


THE TREES 
HERE ARE STRONG. 
NOT LIKE THE ONES IN 
DARKWOOD. 


ANYWAY... 


Ratau smiled. The Lamb had finally , 
had their first taste of worship, and 
from the unlikeliest of sources. 


Soon, the Lamb 
would want more. 


BE CAREFUL! BUT THE 
THE LAMB IS A CONDUIT VESSEL IS NOTHING 
FOR THE GREAT POWER WITHOUT THE 
PLEASE | THAT FLOWS FROM CROWN. 
WAKE UP! DEVOTION. ; 


Godly tools are required 
to harness godly powers. 


WE NEED 
TO FREE THEM, 
RATAU... 


Anoble aim...at least in theory. 


But the Lamb had not reckoned 


..they would be betrayed. _ 
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